tion - we were both to return on the following afternoon
and the Comandante, when showing her his study, had
said he would not show her his manuscripts until Una
came-----
Another headlong drive, in the dark this time, under an
Italian night of stars while John poured forth the tale of the
hours she had spent, enthralled by this great little one-eyed
genius. I am glad to say that very soon afterwards and
before there had been time for her impressions to get
blunted she embodied the account of her experience in a
lecture, of which the manuscript is still in existence.
But it seems that I was fated never to meet him. The
next day, to John's intense amusement, as soon as we had
had luncheon I prepared for the long-desired visit ... I
certainly did set out to make the best of myself, with a kind
of feeling that I must do John credit . . . but there came
another of those telephone messages from the Vittoriale:
the Comandante deeply regretted but he was not well and
would be unable to receive us that day. And on the next
day we left Sirmione for Paris.
John's disappointment on my behalf far exceeded my
own. She kept on saying that it had all been grossly unfair,
that of the two of us I had been the more anxious to know
him . , , but as usual the powers that be knew their own
business, and for both of them their meeting had been more
than a passing incident. He had made many plans for
further meetings: she was to dedicate her next book to
him and it was to be written in a villa on his estate in which
we were to live indefinitely as his guests. But illness and
melancholia claimed him as their victims and none of these
plans was fated to materialize. Nevertheless, though they
were never to see each other again on this earth, John gave
him from that moment a genuine affection and he seemed
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